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Vpon his party for the gainc thereof, 

And therevpon he fends you this good newes ; , 

That this lame very day, your enemies, 

The kindred of thcQueenc mud die at Pomfrct. 

Haft. Indeed lam no mourner for that newes, 

Becauicthcy hauebeenc dill mine enemies: 

But that He giuc my voyce on Richards fide, 

To barrenly maiders hcircsin truedifeent, 

God knowes I will not do if to the death. 

Cat. God keepe your Lordlhip in that gracious minde. 

Haft. But I dull laugh at this a tweluemonth hence, 

That they who brought me in my Maiders hate, 

I Iiue to lookc vpon their tragedie : 

I tell the Catesby. fat. What my Lord? 

Haft, Erca fortnight make me elder, 
lie fend fomepacking, that yetthinkc not on it, 

Cat. Tis a vile thing to die my gracious Lord 
When mtn arc vnprepard, and lookc not for it. 

Haft. O mondrous,mondrous , and fo fals it out 
With Riucrs, Faughan,Gray:and fo twill doo 
With fome men els, who thinke thcmfclues as life 
As thou, and I, who as thou knowdarc deare 
To princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 

Cat. The Princes both make high account ofyou, 

For they account hit head vpon the bridge. 

Haft. I know they do, and 1 haue well deferued i. 

Enter Ltrd Stanley. 

What my L. where isyour Boare-fpcarc man? 

Pcare you the Bovct and goe fo vnprouided? 

Stan. My L. good morrow .* good morrow Catesbyi 
You may icd on, but by the holy Roode, 

Ido pot like theiefcuerall councelsl. 

Haft. My L. I hold my life as deare as you do yours. 

And ncucr in my life I do proteft, 

Was it more precious to me then it is now, 

Thinke you but that I knorw our date iecure, 

I would befotryumpbantas /am? 

Sta. The Lords at Pomfrct when they rode from London 
Were locund , and fuppcfdc their dates was furc, 
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of Richard the thrid, * 

And Indeed bad no caulcto midrud : 

Sutyctyou fee how foone the day orecad, 

This fudden fcab of rancor I mifdoubr, 
pray God, / fay , / protie a needlclTc coward, 

^ut come my L Hull we to the Tower? 

Ha.. I go:but flay, heare you not the newes? 

This day thofe men you talke of, are beheaded. 

y/ 4 .Thcy for their truth might better weare their heads. 

Then fomc that haue aecufde them weare their hat : 

$ uf come my L let vs away. Exit L Standley , eft Cat, 

Ha. Go you before, He follow prefently. 

Enter Ha flings a Purftuant. 

Haft, trcll met Haftings,hcw goes the world with thee? 

par. The better that it pleafe your good Lordlhip to ask. 

Haft l tell thee fellow, tis better with me now, 

Then when /met thee lad where now we mcetcs 
Then was / going prifoncr to the Tower, 

By thefuggedion of the Qucencs allies : 

But now I tell thee ( keepe ittothyfelfe) 

This day thofe enemies are put to death. 

And I in better date then eucr 1 was. 

Fur. God hold it to your Honours good content. 

Ha/.Gramercy Hidings,hold fpend thou that. 

Heeines him hispurfe. 

Pur. God lane your Lordlhip. Exit. Pur. Enter aPrieft. 

Haft. What fir /ohn,you arc well met: 
lam beholding ro you for your lad dayes exccilc: 
ComcthcncxtSabboth,and l will content you. Herrhi/perri 
Enter Buckingham. ( in hit eare. 

Hue. How now Lord Chamberlaine,whattalkingwitha 
Yourfriendsat Pomfretthey do need the Pried. (pried? 
Your Honour hath no fhtiumgworkc in hand. . 

Haft. Good faith, and when /met this holy man, 

Thofe men you talke of, came into my minde: 

What, go you to the Tower my Lord? 

Buc. I do, but long /(hall not day, 

/(ball rcturne before your Lordfhip thence. 

ffc/.Tis like enough, for /ftay dinner there. 

Sue. Aad fupper too, although thou knowft it not : 

Come 
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